THE   HOUSE   OF   OREAM

Candle, candle, burning clear,
Now the House of Oream draws near;
See what shadowy flowers move
The solitary porch above ;
Hark, how still it is within,
Though so many guests go in.

No faint voice will answer make
While thy tapering flame's awake.
Candle^ candle, burning low,
It is time for me to go.
iVlusic, faint and distant, wells
From those far-off dales and dells.

Now in shoes of silence I
Stand by the walls of witchery ;
Out then, earthly flame, for see,
Sleep's unlatched her door to me.

FULL   MOON

One night as Dick lay fast asleep,

Into his drowsy eyes
A great still light began to creep

From out the silent skies.
It was the lovely moon's, for when.

He raised his dreamy head,
Her surge of silver filled the pane

And streamed across his bed.
So, for awhile, each gazed at each---

Oick and the solemn moon---

Till, climbing slowly on her way,

She vanished, and was gone.
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